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him, and with my words falling over themselves, I
told him all the story and that I must have my
heart back. We bustled through the church with his
ladder, he getting redder and redder as my invectives
against St. Anthony became more and more violent.
By the time he had unhooked my heart from the
pillar and was descending, Nana arrived breathlessly
on the scene. The heart was given back to me, and
I clutched it desperately in my hand, as I sobbed
convulsively all the way back home.
Nana tried in vain to comfort me, and explained
to me that perhaps the miracle was that after such
a bad attack, Mama was still alive.   She soothed
me, and told me that our prayers are always answered
in the best way for us and for those we love,
though sometimes in appearance they seem to be
unanswered.   And, oddly enough, after one or two
more attacks my mother did stop having them, and
they never recurred once during the remainder of
her lifetime.  But on account of her health we left
Rome that summer earlier than usual, as she always
felt better in her own country.   As this somewhat
upset the family plans, it was necessary for my
father, myself, my nurse, and his valet, and our
twelve trunks to go to an hotel on our arrival in
London. My father chose the small Deane Hotel in
Albemarle Street, which belonged to Mr. Deane,
who had been a butler in the family and had married
the housekeeper.   So naturally, whenever it was
impossible to be put up by some member of the
family, one used to go there.
Nana used to take me out every morning in
Hyde Park, where I used to delight in watching the
riders cantering up and down Rotten Row. One